me, of course, to take account of the latter point. My part as
agent of the property consists in assuring to our tenants the
peaceful enjoyment of their homes. So you must not be
surprised if I ask you to moderate your celebrations hence-
forward.'

e Impossible, my dear sir ! I have just married the most
marvellous woman, and I am wildly in love with her. And
Clementine adores gaiety, noise, dancing, music, champagne,
and parties. As for myself, my dear sir, I am quite out of
control, I turn night into day, I believe in God, I believe in
Clementine, I believe in everything, I dance, I shout, I sing,
I laugh, I am grateful, I am in love/

* I congratulate you, but the tenants . . . *

' Ah yes, the tenants, they are furious, of course. And well
they may be ! Poor people, how I wish I could make myself
see reason, think of France, the prisoners-of-war, and so on
. .. but I can't. I belong to Clementine and to love. In vain
do I strive to dwell on all these things, but France, Europe,
the war, and all the miseries of the world, seem to me of as
little moment as a grain of salt in the Atlantic. Love sweeps
everything away, there's no room for anything but love.
I love Clementine 1 I adore Clementine ! Forgive me for
proclaiming my joy like this but if only you knew her. . . .
Come and see us this evening. There will be dancing . . .*

* Very kind of you, but I don't think I should be quite up
to your mark. You must dance without me, and above all
dance without waking up your neighbours.'

* I'll try ... Oh, your lovely mouth, your eyes, ypur
breasts, your . . . Excuse me, I was talking to Clementine.
Yes, I promise you ... Little pigeon in a blue, blue sky ...'

Michaud, feeling a little dazed, hung up the receiver. He
sat for a moment with his elbows resting on the table and
his chin in his hands dreaming of storms of roses, bursting
forth in streets and offices, towns and countryside, in the
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